FLIGHTS BY NIGHT AND IN STORMS
Ramadi? Or some Bedouin encampment? Heaven
grant they were the flares, or I was lost. All the time
I was strained almost to the breaking point, wondering
what the issue of it all would be. If only I could see
Lake Habbaniyah! Then I thought I saw a faint
line in the obscurity which might be the Euphrates*
Soon I made out the "L" of the flares. So I had
reached Ramadi! But how to land? It would be a
tricky business without a Holt flare on such a difficult
landing-ground.
I sent a message back to Corporal Searle to see if
he could somehow ignite a Holt flaraand drop it on the
landing ground. This might give me some light.
The answer was that he would try and work it at 100
feet. At the time I did not realize what he meant.
After firing a green light and circling round for a little
I set my teeth and put "Valkyrie" into her glide. I
had to land down the hill towards the serai; and I must
land short to avoid overrunning, yet I must get over
the trenches* I judged the flares as well ,as I could,
and just as they were coming together in perspective
and I knew I was nearing the ground, there was a
crack behind me and a sudden light. I gave one mighty
yank back and landed, I know not how. There was
practically no bounce, though I had some drift. No
matter! "Valkyrie*' was safe. And as I taxied in I
looked back and saw Corporal Searle hanging out of
one of the after windows on the starboard side holding
a burning Holt fl&re in his hand on two short wires.
He had hastily wound in, seized one of the W/T batteries,
propped it up on the seat, made a circuit, ignited the
flare, and, hanging out of the window as far as he
could, regardless of what would happen if I Mt t&e

